YERMA
wait. I don't think it's right for me to burn myself out here. Many
nights I go barefooted to the patio to walk on the ground. I
don't know why I do it. If I keep on like this, I'll end by turning
bad.
MARiA: But look here, you infant, you're talking as if you were an
old woman. You listen to me, now! No one can complain about
these things. A sister of my mother's had one after fourteen years,
and you should have seen what a beautiful child that was!
YBRMA [eagerly]: What was he like?
MARf A: He used to bellow like a little bull, as loud as a thousand
locusts all buzzing at once, and wet us, and pull our braids; and
when he was four months old he scratched our faces all over.
YERMA [laughing]: But those things don't hurt,
MARf A: Let me tell you -
YBRMA: Bah! I've seen my sister nurse her child with her breasts full
of scratches. It gave her great pain, but it was a fresh pain - good,
and necessary for health.
MARf A: They say one suffers a lot with children.
YBRMA: That's a lie. That's what weak, complaining mothers say.
What do they have them for? Having a child is no bouquet of
roses. We must suffer to see them grow. I sometimes thinlc half our
blood must go. But that's good, healthy, beautiful. Every woman
has blood for four or five children, and when she doesn't have
them it turns to poison__as it will in me.
MARf A: I don't know what's the matter with me.
YBRMA: I've always heard it said that you're frightened the first
time.
MARf A [timidly]: Well see. You know, you sew so well that...
YBRMA [taking the bundle]: Give it here. I'll cut you two little dresses.
And this... ?
MARf A: For diapers.
YBRMA [she sits down]: All right.
MARf A: Well... See you later.
[As she comes near, YERMA lovingly presses her hands against her
My.}
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